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peculiar force, and when he saw strange children pick-
ing the pockets of tipsy men he drove them away, and
if he happened to catch one of them he gave him a
good beating. This large-eyed, unhappy-looking boy
imagined himself to be grown-up; he walked with a
peculiar gait, sideways, just like a porter, and tried to
speak in a thick, gruff voice, and was very reserved and
self-possessed, like an old man.

Vyakhir believed that to steal was to sin.

But to take planks and poles from Pesk, that was

not accounted a sin; none of us were afraid of that,

and we so ordered matters as to make it very easy

to succeed.    Some evening, when it was beginning to

grow dark, or by day, if it was bad weather, Vyakhir

and Yaz set out for Pesk, crossing the creek by the wet

ice.    They went openly, for the purpose of drawing

on themselves the attention of the watchmen, while

we four crossed over separately without being seen.

While the watchmen, suspicious of Yaz and Vyakhir,

were occupied in watching them, we betook ourselves

to the boathouse, which we had fixed upon beforehand,

chose something to carry off, and while our fleet-footed                       ;|;

companions were teasing the watchmen, and luring                       |"

them to pursuit, we made off home.    Each one of us                       |;

had a piece of string with a large nail, bent like a hook,                       |

at the end of it, which we fastened in the plank or pole,                        <j,     l?\  ij
